132                    SHORT STORIES

Sariputra, for just half a moment, became again
Narasimha Sarma, and something in him twitched.
The next moment he remembered the consolation
that the great teacher had administered to the
smaller Goutami when she had lost her child:
you can revive the dead if you can go to some
household in which there has been no death at
any time and bring a grain of pepper and put it
into the mouth of the corpse. Only, there is no
such pepper. Thinking of that incident, Sariputra
crossed the grove and reached the other side and
saw the village. It gave him joy to see the old
place ; and seeing it and feeling the joy, he walked
on to a large peepid tree in front of its gate. He
wished to rest there for a little while and sat on
the platform built round the tree; and asked him-
self whether he might go to the village first, or go
to the river and bathe first and then enter the
village.

S-ariputra's mind experienced no great agita-
tion from the fact of his having come to his village
or to his people, or from the recollection of his
boyhood's years. All the story of his early days
passed in front of his mind as in a play; and the
incidents seemed to form a well-connected whole,
each bit in its proper place. He revived it with
an even mind and felt that he was right in liaving